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clearing where the grass was trampled flat, were gathered a
couple of dozen native men and a miscellaneous collection of
shining, pot-bellied youngsters.
My guides seemed as pleased as if they had captured a
German spy as they led me up to the village chief and
explained that I wanted to make some pictures. In response
to my questions, the chief explained in excellent French that
these men had all volunteered for the defence of New
Caledonia.
'Nearly every man from my and the other two villages
near here has enlisted. But there wasn't any room for them
in the barracks at Noumea. They were told they'd have to
wait. These boys, they didn't want to wait. They said they'd
drill*on their own, if the Governor would give them rifles.
But there weren't enough rifles. They needed all the rifles
they had in Noumea, to train and equip the recruits they had
in the barracks. Well, these boys of ours weren't to be put
oft. They came to me and asked if I'd train them three or
four mornings a week. They said they didn't want to be no
damn blockheads when they were pulled into the barracks to
be trained. So I promised I'd train them.5 And the chief
excused himself, saying that time was going by and his pupils
were getting restive.
Within a few minutes he had them into line, presenting
arms, forming fours, marching in double file, advancing at
the double and in general learning the manoeuvres that
infantry men have been taught for the last two or three
centuries. Their uniforms consisted of tattered singlets and
either shorts or loin cloths—the latter tucked up in front
so as to allow free leg movement. By the size of the
gleaming brown muscles which bulged out through the torn
singlets, and the massive shoulders, one had the impression
that these powerfully built people would do as much damage
-swinging their wooden rifles as they would in shooting with
the real thing.
A couple of grizzled veterans who had fought in France
during the last war, squatted on the ground and commented
on the performance. One fine-looking old chap, with .a
facing ;   Eiuile makes bread.

